JULIA DMTTRIYEVNA
bold and belligerent air about her to-day. Like Julia
Dmitriyevna she had had a mouthful of the war in 1940.
She knew what lay in front of her, maybe tonight,
even at this moment. In her compartment she first
glanced at the mirror, got her medicine case and checked
up on ^it, then sat down to relax before a serious job.
Hang it all, she would prove to them all that she was
able to do more than tie a turban round her head. She
looked at her hands with pride. They were a worker's
hands, a nurse's, with short fat fingers, dark from iodine
and carbolic, with closely cut nails.
Sobol peeped into the compartment.
"Well? Shall we have some supper?35
"Isn't that the idea?53 asked Faina. "You of course
would like to stop feeding us altogether."
"I would," Sobol agreed, "It's an awful bother, this
feeding. No, fooling apart, is it the right moment to
offer supper? On the brink, so to say, of events?"
She flew into a temper.
"Go to hell! Now's the very moment to feed people
up properly."
Danilov appeared behind Sobol's shoulder.
"Comrade Sobol," he said, "will you please distribute
tinned meat besides groats for supper, one tin per four
people and condensed milk for tea in the same propor-
tion."
Sobol was expecting no events, he was just teasing
Faina. He glanced pathetically at Danilov. What, the
Commissar was releasing meat and condensed milk?
Great events must be looming indeed!
"One tin for four," he whispered. "Sixty-seven
divided by four, can't be done, let's take sixty-eight. ... "
"Thanks, many thanks, Comrade Commissar," said
Faina when the frightened Sobol went away. "That
barley is enough to drive anyone mad."
"What can we do?" said Danilov. "We're on our way
to the front—who knows what we shall find there? I
wanted to warn you: don't talk to the head of the train
as you did a moment ago—it isn't done."

